THE FIRST DAY                                19
"Warsaw is fighting!" I called to them. "This is the uprising to set Warsaw freer
There was a second of silence in the crowd of women and children in the doorway Just a second. Then, spontaneously, they broke into song. With radiant faces they sang the old patriotic hymn:
"Poland is not yet lost As long as we are ahve "
Once the station had been opened and put in working order, I had to report to Command 2/4 I sneaked out through the back door to go to Taroka Street As I turned the first corner, I caught sight of a man in regular Polish Army uniform A sergeant in full regalia out in the open in Warsaw! "God bless him/* I murmured*
At the entrance to Command 2/4 a very young soldier stood guard He also wore the red-aad-white armband of the Home Army, had a German hand grenade at his belt and a gun in his hand
"Where are you going, madame?* he asked with a fine mixture of manliness and awe in his voice.
"To the commander What is your rank, soldier?** I asked, showing him my military papers.
The lad turned crimson. He couldn't have been mora than fourteen.
*Tm a pnvate, madame," he said. "Company FOOT,*"
"All right Let me in. I have to report to the commander/*
Lieutenant Pobog sat at the telephone in the only chair in his "office." I walked in, wading through the papers and shavings that littered the floor.
Pobog's face was serious and pale, stamped with misery. He hung up the receiver and rose to greet me I identified myself and reported the circumstances under which I